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© Their victories, armies, their Acets and their 
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I ſing . O thou muſe that ſage Morgan inſpired? © 
With dogrel call'd verſe, that was ſo muc SAR, us 
Whate'er be thy name, and where er be thy ſtation , e 


Aſſiſt me to celebrate this happy nation? e ry 
Grita TSF TR 


What a train of brave heroes i iden erben aa as 
Ye Edwards and Henries fall back in the rear! 
No longer of Creſſi or Poittters we boaſt, 1 8 
Or Agincourt, where a few conquer d an hoſt gi! 

Of the bioming young heroe, what firſt tall we tay, 
Who won at C. n tho' he loft at T 9 .* irn Ha 
Who bravely has ventur'd to croſs the ſeas over, 1359 
To fave H---ah---n'and much lov'd' ny ? 19 


O never again may he ſound a retreat, ane! 
80 often 55 ing per. 85 eh her now w learn to beat? oN 


* a 


41 
But wiſhes are vain, for his warlike intention, 

Our wiſe ones at home have deſtroy'd by convention; 
Son made and ſoon broke, whieh tob plainly evinces 

he truth of the maxim, pn no truſt in Printes.” N 

The terror and wonder of this ſeaden age, | 

For what ar't thou fighting ? May fortune befriend thee, 
And ſoulsnotſfo' fickle as Britins defend the! © 
Truſt to thy own valour and not uhts thoſe, © 
Who are impotent friends and contemptible foes. 
By party divided, by factions oppreſs'd, 
Once the terror of Europe, we now are the jeſt. 
In vain the tall foreſt has lent us its pride, 
No more o'er the ocean triumphant we, ride. 
No more our battalions caſt terror around, 
No more Britiſb banners wave high on French ground. 
| But ſooner or later each kingdom and ſtate, 
38 The wheel once come round muſt ſubmit to its fate; 
New empires will riſe and new kingdoms be known, 
And that be a deſart which now is a town; 


How Carthage and Rome from their mightineſs fell 
By luxury ſtruck, let their own annals tell; 

Old Egypt's proud turrets that tow red ſo high, 
And impiouſfly ſgem'd to engage with the ſkie. 

In ruin enormous now lie in the duſt, 

For the pride of vain tyrants a puniſhment juſt. 


Fond of grandpapa's glory, ſee MiLo advance! 
_ How unlike grandpapa?-he will ne'er conquer France. 
In camps far from foes, when ſham battles appear, 
His mighty foul ſcorns to acknowledge a fear; 
See my friends, hecries out, what my ſoldiers perform, 
Yet I ſmile in the tumult and govern the ſtorm. 
Yet beſt lov'd of Is, old E----r's ſons | 
'Renown'd for your learning, your rag plots; and puns,, 
Who venal, ſubmithve, kiſs ſlavery's rod. 
And worthip your Milo much more than your God 5 : 
£4 | : 0 


* * 
Mad 
» q 
— ee A 
_ 


2 P <P 2m. 1, 


* 


< * 
3 


i y - "+ * : 0p.” „ 
dy + "x 6 Ip rn 

* 4 : 441 

1 * b Ya . . 


= 1% 
ol muſes old ſeat, erſt of worth the reſort, - 
N the den of informers, have fold to a court: 
hy fo long are ye ſilent? Come chaunt out your a | 
Tho you e eee . Aly fouls he want 
RS ©: 's 18Þ.= | 4 


ot bleſs me! wha 8 here? al peſmear's vith Scorch 
Ne, 

| Feb ages but appears and rebellion” s No more:; 
1 Now tremble ye Gen d Armes, old Louis s pride, 
For tho he wont fight, in good faith he will Ge. 
And thou by what title ſoe er thou art known wm 
Chevalier, or r pretender to brave Brunſwick's throne, . / 
With awe reverential thy victor behold, 

Nor dare to engage with a chieftain ſo bold. of 


* 


; But males over fp A a tear thou muſt med, 
| A tribute humanity owes to the dead. 2 
: O why wouldſt thou mix in American ſtrife? Hay 
7 Or why for thy country, ſurrender thy life? 
Not fo brave D------r when the enemy came, , = 
His carcaſs he ſav d tho' he ſullied his fame. 615 = 
'T'was prudently done, for what wiſe man would ſtay 1 
To be murder d and ſcalp'd when he might run aways 2 
The Caledon chief, to recover loſt places 5 1 
And ſcourge the fierce Hidians for al our diſgraces,, /.1 _ by 
Sent over commiſſion'd; returns home inglorious. 
Who nei er ſees the mam can't be er 


. See . return'd from the grape-bearing 4 0 | 
With infamy cover'd not loaded with praile. / _ be 
With what rage he ſet out from the and of ight, | "0 


5 _— Britons believed he intended to fight; E- 
But he meant no ſuch thing, for alas! coup de main, = 
Once render. d abortive, the project was'vain. = 
Acquitted with honour---it can't be denied---. * 
Yet Mr as brave: 1 8 156 Mah SY wert ried. 
0 | | 
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Oey perhaps, might have help! d thee, for freedom J 
By trying to ſave thee, but haſten'd thy end: 


" 6 ] 
That par pari gaudet, old iaws often tell us, | 
Quit me, Pl! quit 20 WE are all aum fellows. 


eee ill tarr d halfeinnocent N 
Why didſt thou not purchaſe a ſtar and a ſtring? 


beſt friend, 


Of heroes by land, we can't cloſe up the liſt, 
Without ſinging #--- from his office diſmiſt. 
Twas - - - - done, for why ſhould not they, 
Who fold F--e MN. -n, \ G---r away | Pe: 26) 


Ye ſhades of brave Ruſſel, wrockt Sbovel and Drake, 
Lamented, lov'd, Balchen and old Engliſh Blake, 
From death's balmy flumbers one moment awake: 
Survey your ſucceſſors, whoſe proweſs and might, 
Conſpicuous appear in each terrible fight. - 


Not Sparn's proud Armada that once brav'd our HOY 
A navy ſo num'rous or gallant could boaſt, 
As Britain can now; and yet ſuch is our fate, 
(Tho troubled is ocean's old god at their weight) 
No more the ſea ſwells with the number of dead, 
But pacific, at anchor we ride at Spitbead 


When will it be giv'n us again to engage, 
And make the foe tremble and ſhrink at our rage? 
O when fraught with vengeance, on Gallia's proud ſhore, 
Shall our burſting bombs pour, and dread cannons roar, 
Till their towns cloſe-beleagur'd; encirculed with fire, 
Like Ilian of old, to 375 ſkies ſhall aſpire ? AS 4 


But ah ! well- 24% ' ard loſs we a bee 
Our heroe, our I u, alas! is more. . 
Brirania pale weeping, laments 6'er the dead, 
And thinks that with bm all her valour is fled : | 
| Yet 
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Yet ceaſe thy fond tear, wipe thy cheeks free from Suing 


Remember dear goddeſs, a P--t remains 
He thy chieftain's fad loſs can with glory ſupply, 
Like him proud to conquer, or fearleſs to die. 
So Atlas the porter, if fables ſay true, 


— 5 


A while from his labour reluctant withdrew, 4 


While Jove's potent ſon does the heavens ſuſtain, 
Unconquer'd by pleaſure, ſuperior to pain. 
Fair liberty's favourite, now reſts in peace, 

His battles, his toils and his victories ceaſe: 

No more Carthagena his thunders ſhall hear; 

No more Porto Bello in ruins appear. 

His country's avenger, protector and guard, 

(O honeft N --- le! ſay what his reward.) 

No tool to a faction, no baſe ſtateſman's faves 


In Elyfum now dwells,---(the reward of the brave) 
Converſing with Cornewall, who ſmiling at death, 
To ſave Britain's honour, ſurrender'd his breath. 


All-hail gallant pair! may your actions inſpire, 
Each Englyb commander with ſimilar fe! 


Degenerate Wee remember 7— <a 1 
Falſe L--f--k's:excuſes: remember M. H- n. 


For ſhame once more riſe, your old courage exert, 


Brace ſtrong ev'ry nerve, re-aſſure each heart; 
Your much-injur'd country's fold honour reſtore, 
Return home victorious, or ſee her no more. 
Oh! once more awake! leaſt for ever you lleep,. 
And o'er her loſt Albion fad liberty weep, 


Of Spain and of Gaul, the much-long-hop'd for 8 


Agd traitors inteſtine more dreadful than hey. 
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Like his e hardy, mach daring and bold, 


And fierce as a hon attacking a fold, 


Lo! He fraught with vengeance, FO out = hs by, 
Does nothing returns home. and aſks for bis . 
If poverty, gods! will compell ev'ry ny 5127 


Tho not for his 1 for riches to fight, 
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And riches obtain'd, they deſert the great field, 8 
Take their wealth but away---they'll ſoon take 1 up) . 8 


* 
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The frail bark of Britain thro faction's rough tides, 


ſnhield. 
Old Horace dbx d it examples NVIeW-- 8 
Near two r ern paſt prove the tenet /1 is true. 


But ſee the Weſt Indian Cornuto appear! | 
Whoſe brows are ſo laviſhly deckt by Gre, 
Who the fam'd country orator dar'd to oppole, 


And thought rum and ſugar to lead by the noſe 


Canſt thou, antient falior, decline the great ſtrite? 
Or he fear a cannon, who pon tin a wife: ? 


Contemning diſgrace and quite ali ſhame, 
No more Britiſb Flaccus,” does great love of tame 
To actions immortal our worthies inſpire; 

To dreſs and play deep is their only deſire, 
Or elſe in the {-- te to el V-t=S for hire. 


With N. ge contented, 14 Accapult ſleeps, 
Reſolving again ne'er to traverſe the deeps; 
With riches immenſe and a noble wife bleſs'd, 
Howe, Lockart, or Gilchriſt may take all the reſt; 
Or Fatſon and Pococke, unconſcious of fear, 
With Clive all the laurels of India may wear, 


But ha! why this halt? "muſe, doſt thou too retreat? 
Our catalogue yet is by no means complete 


I forgot thou'rt a female---all women will range, 

And their ſubjects as oft as their furbelows change. 

Now thy breath is reſtor'd, tell me whom ſhall we ſing? 
Old John who delights in his bottle and king. 

Always truſty and firm, in or out of a place, 

His virtue and liquor appear in his face. 

Of ſenſe and good humour poſſeſs d at threeſcore, 

Much prais'd for his learning, his honeſty more; 
Supplanted by idiots, no longer he guides 


But 
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But calmly gives place to each ignorant ſtranger, 
Toet unaſk'd lends his help, when the ſhip is in danger. 


| * 
[9] 


Poſterity hear me ! the truth I declare, 
A courtier untainted at length does appear. 

Nay think not I fable---nor make me your mirth; 
Homers thunderer often hath viſited earth. 
Each freethinker ſage now confeſſes he knows it, 
Tho' he laughs at the goſpel, he credits the poet. 


Half fooliſh, half wiſe, half patriot, half knave, 
A blund'rer from youth, to the verge of thy grave, 
Too weak to command, and too proud to.obey, 
Why wilt thou old Marple? act ſtill in the play? 
To the heights of ambition no longer aſpire, 

Take friendly advice to ſweet --- retire, 

There ſafely repoſe, free from envy or hate, 
Diſcharge thy French cooks diſengage thy eſtate, 
When that thou canſt do, undertake Britain's fate. 


And thou on a common, great commoner bred, - 
With a boſom corrupt, and a deep ſchemeing head, 
With plans fraught with ruin, no longer oppreſs us, 

But thy patron diſgrac'd, ſoon retire and bleſs us. 

Thy abſcence perhaps may fave England from ruin, 

And what more thou valueſt, fave thee from undoing. 
So robb'd of its poultry, a whole country round, 

If chance the fox hear the dread cry of the hound, 
Unſated with rapine, he ſeeks the ſafe ſeat 

Where his fire leſs daring enjoys his retreat. 8 


With eyes ſupercilious, and haughty addreſs, 
Let Lycurgus his av'rice and riches confeſs, : 
The ſcales of blind juſtice, contented to hold, 
Impartial and upright, till byaſs'd by gold. 


O Plutus accurſt! how mad mortals adore thee! 
Truth, virtue and honour all vaniſh before thee. 


Let 


"F $04 
Let thy vot'ries obtain, but their wiſhes' for life, 

They'll el] a fair daughter, or lend out a wife; 

A father would murder, a brother would ſlay : 

More fierce than a tyger perſuing his new 

Yet Vengeance flow footed, attends the baſe train, 

And hollow-ey'd Care's the reward of their pain. 

Sweet peace ne'er will comfort, nor Morpheus will ſpread 

His ſleep-bearing wings, o'er the miſer's curſt head; 

His gold is his god: he muſt fear, that ſtill craves; 

Give me freedom, ye heavens! keep riches for ſlaves. 


Sure Tantalus fate, O Lycurgus, is thine, 
Thou enjoyſt not the ore, tho' thou dig'ſt in the mine. 
Yet fate ſoon mult part thee from all thy lov'd wealth, 
(Snatch'd boldly by rapine, or pilfer'd by ſtealth.) 
The ſun that to night ſets, to-morrow will riſe, 
Black vapours diſpel, and illumine the ſkies. 
Yet man, trembling man, when he yields up his breath, 
No more can return from the regions of death. 
In ſpite of chican'ry, thou ſhortly muſt tread, 
The gloom dread paths, where thy M---d led. 


EKind nature in P- hath an active ſoul wrought, | 
Hath giv'n him perſuaſion, and power of thought;, 
Inflexible, upright, and true to his truſt, - 

To his king and his country he dares to be juſt. 

Long may'ſt thou great orator, plead Britain's cauſe, 
Revive her loſt honour, and claim our applauſe! _ 
When for ever thou {leep'ſt, on thy tomb be ingrav'd, 


„The rights /---- attacked, here lies P- who has 


ſav'd.“ 


Of manners engaging, and virtue poſſeſs'd, 
And each joy domeſtic, that renders man bleſt; 
Why L-- wilt thou toil in the dirt of a C--t, 
And leave thy retreat, where the graces reſort? 
Thy well-choſen friends, why again doſt thou quit, 
And for politics, change decent mirth, and true wit ? 


My. 


vc AHI | 


[1 ] 

My EPA demands me, oppreſs d with all harms, 

By fa#tions at home, and by foreign alarm. 

Is that thy excuſe? now thy prudence be ſhown, 
Protect thy dear country, guard well G---ge's throne. 
With what joy, ſhall we hear, by thy virtue inſpir d. 
That Britain has conquer d, and France has expir 'd? 


Hey day ! what our blund'ring HSirwfins ſcribe, 
Who wiſer would ſeem than the reſt of his tribe, 
E'er thou to an Office have any pretence, 
Firſt know thy own meaning and write common ſenſe. 
Our thoughts to communicate, letters were givn;z 
How cam'ſt thou to miſs the kind bleſſing of heav' n? 


Yes, truly, twas prudent to call out to order, 
When once charg'd ſo home, by N----e's R——r, 
Old friends are in danger; be old friends — 
Is a rule never varied by time-ſerying - ===, 


The half. mule and half- man, muſe, we e muſt not ne- 
glect, 

For no ſervices done, he much gain does epd 

Fool: -- coward, if fate does not alter, 

Thou' ll here be rewarded with gibbet and halter. 


From H-gl-y s gay bowers, where 2 has 
ſtray'd, 
Where the graces have danc'd, and the muſes have 
plaid; 
Where beauty and innocence ſweeten 4 each ſcene, 
And nature delighted, appear'd ever green, 
Where mirth, artleſs plenty and friendſhip were Fund; 
And happineſs ſhed her choice bleſſings around, 
To court, tuneful Ln, do'ſt thou repair? 
And change balmy zephyrs, for ſtinking town air? 
Alas, thy loft Z--cy kind bards muſt bemoan, 
Sigh back IF deep ſighs, and re-echo each groan: 3 
ile 


[12] 
While thy angel remain'd, the gay minutes did move, 
Richly-fraught with content, ſmiling peace and fond 


love, * ES 

Thy angel aſcended, a deſart appears | 

Where #:-g1--y once roſe, a drear vally of tears. 
With ſtrains not ſo moving, did Petrarch adorn 
His darling's, his Laura's, his miſtreſs's urn. 
Nor Orpheus a tale more diſtreſsful could tell, 
When he mov'd by his art the grim power of Hell. 
Gentle nymphs, yet unborn, thy complaint ſhall re- 
e. 1 | 
And L--cy for ever ſurvive in thy verſe. 


Ah ſtay thy raſh hand--Let thy lyre unſtrung, 

Not yet in the temple of Virtue be hung. 

Each muſe again courts thee, with ſoft-ſoothing prayer, 
Give places to ſlaves--to Parnaſſus repair. 


Hail C--7/--4 ! hail! on whoſe reverend head 
His garland of ſnaw, father Chronos has ſhed. 
Great patron of ſcience, the noble defence 
Ot Britain, of virtue, of learning, and ſenſe, | 
Tho' now, half immortal on life's verge you ſtand, - - 
And the chariot of fire, attends your command, 
At the laſt cloſe of all, to youg country be kind, 
And mounting to Heav'n, ie your mantle behind. 


What's lite when enjoyment is gone? a dull feaſt, 
From which, ſated, riſes each languiſhing gueſt. 
Who'd wiſh for long life, when all evils await 
On helpleſs old age, that moſt mis'rable ſtate? 

The wiſeſt of monarchs, three hundred years paſt, 
Call'd out for kind death to reheve him at laft. 
When he ſaw his brave ſon on the funeral pyre, 

His manly beard burning, ſurrounded by fire, 
Tell, tell me my friends--O ſay, what was the crime, 
That curs'd my old age to fee this dreadful time:? 


O 


FE. AO 
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Still in memory lives thy American plot, 


1 31 
O uncle, moſt humane! thou art not forgot, 


Tho' thy wealth may protect thee from puniſhment — 
Yet the cries of robb'd orphans juſt Heav'n will hear. 

A time there will come, at the dread judgment feat, - 
All the crimes of thy life, when thyſelf muſt repeat. 

In vain wouldſt thou ſeape from that all ſearching eye. 
Which the ſecrets of mortals at once can deſery. | 
Then repent ere too late---reinſtate the wrong d heir, 
And make peace with Heaven, by faſting and are; 


A gover nment! take it. But if thou lated; 
And pleaſe honeſt - - - tis a wonder indeed. 
Much better abroad, for at home there's no — 
In times full of danger, that's fit for your grice, 
But yet of extremities, prithee, beware, 
Tho' B--le is a turncoat, yet. {till there's K--ld-e, | 
No offers can win him, in him there no truſt 1s, ; 
He's no friend to a -t, who loves freedom and jute 
It your ſchemes he oppoſes, retire apace, 
Leſt worſe you come off than at Fan fam d race. 


Topuſh things too far, vikbutriſea a 001 
Return home, rack tenants and ſit down in quiet; | 
Contented your grandeur,” and wealth has been ſhewn, 
And your talent for government fully made known. 

Horſe-racer, cock-fighter, goole-driver and 1. "2 
(Or what other title hgh pleaſeſt to hear,) hs * 

To leave thee unſung, would be reckon'd 8 "nf 

While each n in each ſtable, n 11 Wen _ 
claim ! 

Your betting, and riding 8 can 3 " 

And A--r affirms that you throw a die well. 1111 

In arts bleſs'd as theſe, to improve for the — in 

All our young Britiſh wort hies, may you be their tutor ! 


The 


[ 14 ] 


The craving old Hunks, who to add to his heap, 
Denied himſelf food, nor allow'd himſelf ſleep, 


Poſſeſs d of three plumbs, yet ſtill pining for four, 


Now ſickens, now dies and is wretched no more. 
My father, how does he? can ſcarce breath or ſtir. - 


Do you think he'Il recover? impoſſible, fir. 


How long can he live? but an hour or two. 

Put him out of his pain then, my dear doctor, do. 
Man is born but to die We muſt all yield to fate-- 
Tho' my father is damn'd, I have got his eſtate. 
Good doctor, to-morrow your care I'll requite, 

For a fine bona roba I ſup with to night. 


Is this, th' omnipotence mighty of gold? 
Is this all the meed, for our happineſs ſold? 
O L----r, much better hadſt thou fed the poor, 
And reliev'd the afflicted from out of thy ſtore, 
Then over thy bier, had each grateful eye wept, 
And peace bleſs'd the tomb, where thy aſhes had ſlept, 
Now, thy riches obtain'd with ſuch trouble and care, 
Are laviſhly ſquander'd away by thy heir, 
By him are employ'd in the ſervice of vice, 
For whores, maſquerades, horſes, fidlers and dice. 


What, muſe, art thou gone? am I left in the lurch? 


With our worthies, not mention the ſons of the church? 


"Tis true Butler, Benſon, and Berkeley are dead, 
And well-natur'd Herring to Heav'n is fled: 


Yet $---c&--r, and $--r/--c& on earth ſtill remain, 


And worthy old H---I---s is religious and plain, 

O thou, whoſe philanthropy ne'er was confin'd, 

But beams like the ſun upon all human-kind, 
Forgive the low muſe: fond thy virtues to praiſe, 
That a poor wreath of ivy, would add to thy bays!” 


What 
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What a for have we ſang, and yet thouſands re- v 

| main, 

But hark! the muſe anſwers, ra not in the vein. * 

© Write as faſt as we will ſtill new worthies ariſe, | 1 

„The taſk is eternal deſiſt and be wiſe. x _— 

Here our ſtrains then we pl cloſe, here our labour ſhall _— 
ceaſe, 


And thou and the poet ſhall both IO in peace. VV 
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